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	DC Earth 6114: BATMAN

PROLOGUE:

_Gotham City. A city full of greed, corruption, and shit. Once upon a time, I was just a normal kid. My dad was a cop, a hero cleaning up the filthy streets. Then he was gone, and all Gotham had left was me. After years of training and learning to contain my pain, it was hard to know who became more crazy. Me? Or the thing I've become?_

* * *

><p>October 29th<p>

There was a dinner party at Falcone's house. It was a long two-story house located on the outskirts of Gotham, away from the bustling streets and in the quiet countryside. The multicolored autumn leaves glided down from the brown branches and danced in the crisp autumn wind. It was almost pitch black, with the only source of illumination being the lights from the windows, combined with the lamps that shone outside, and the little flicks of lighters the drivers were using to light their cigarettes.

Inside the house, men in women, wearing the fanciest suits and dresses they can afford (while no else can), sat around a long table covered in white satin cotton. Everybody had a glass of wine in their hands as they dined on plates full of delicious delicacies. A large tin pan of flaming beef briskets were also on the table.

The host of this party was Carmine Falcone, one of Gotham City's richest people. Nobody really knew what business he does to make himself so rich, but there was a recent rumor that he was supporting a drug trafficking ring. However, that rumor had been long forgotten, under mysterious circumstances. All his guests were members of Gotham's elite, including the District Attorney, a few officials from the Gotham PD, industrialists, and even the Mayor himself.

As they all sat around the table, Falcone couldn't help but notice the DA not even taking a sip from her glass.

"Something matter Evelyn?" Falcone asked. Evelyn looked up and gave a short nervous chuckle.

"Nothing Mr. Falcone," she said, "It's just that, I've been hearing the rumors, about the Bat." Falcone's friendly smile dropped as the entire table went silent. Of course, he heard about the Bat. Everybody in this table knew about the Bat, some demonic figure that had been targeting a lot of people in the elite. Even the Maroni family had been dealing with attacks from this Bat.

Speaking of which, outside in the massive driveway, a shadow started to move around the cars. Every time it stopped by a car, a small syringe filled with a mysterious liquid would pierce a driver's neck, causing him to slump unconscious. The shadow did this for every single car, and not a single sound was made. Not a footstep, nor a breath.

"Oh please," the Mayor scoffed, "This Bat is just a myth, some spooky story being told by some people in the police to scare rich men and women like us from doing our business. I am sure this is going to stop." He said this as he glared at one of the police officials. The police official cleared his throat.

"I'm going to have a long chat with my boys to make sure none of this Bat nonsense leaves the department," the official says, "And maybe just to be double sure, I'll make sure each and every one of us has some kind of police protection, just in case."

The guests all gave murmurs of approval. Some tapped their glasses, other's said, "hear, hear," but most just gave short nods. Falcone felt he was satisfied with this as he clapped his hands together.

"Then it is settled," Falcone said with a smile, "The Bat ain't reaching any of us! From now on, all of us are safe." Evelyn smiled at this and raised her glass to her lips. But before she could taste the wine, the lights in the dining room went out. The only light left was the flaming briskets. The brief moment of relief and content was now replaced with fear and panic. Falcone tried his best to sound calm.

"It's okay!" he said, "I'm sure it's nothing, My boys will look into it." Upon mentioning this, Falcone's two bodyguards, who were behind them the whole time, drew out their pistols and opened the door out of the dining room. A light yellow light came from the T-Junction corridor and partially filled the dining room. They stepped out and turned left, disappearing behind the corner. It was quite a for a few minutes, but suddenly there was a loud grunt, the bang of a gunshot, and one final thump. One of the bodyguards collapsed on the floor just outside the dining room. All the guests fell silent. Then suddenly, the sound of a menacing voice came out of nowhere.

"Ladies and Gentlemen, you've eaten well," the voice said. Then a man stepped over the unconscious bodyguard and entered the room. Falcone couldn't tell who it was because the light outside silhouetted his body. However, once he stepped inside, Falcone could briefly see him thanks to the glow of the flaming briskets. It was some man, almost college age, wearing a black armored jumpsuit. His cowl had white lenses, and covered his entire face. Two sharp points stuck upward from the sides of his head, almost like long pointed ears. Falcone recognized who this was, everybody recognized who this was. The Bat.

"Gotham's wealth, its spirit, its soul," the Bat said, with no visible mouth, "But your feast is over. From now on, none of you are safe."

It covered the flaming briskets with the lid, engulfing the entire room into darkness.

* * *

><p><em>Why did I come here? Why did I accept that transfer? Why did they choose Gotham of all places? This place is a shithole. I just arrived an already I can tell this place is a shithole. This is no place to raise a family. No place to start over.<em>

Sitting in the train, Lieutenant Barbara Gordon looked out the window, to see the filthy streets of Gotham city. She was forty-years old, wearing a black jacket over a red button-up shirt and a black skirt. She turned to her right to find a young teenage girl with long black hair sleeping on her shoulder. Her adopted daughter, Rachel Grayson, sleeping so peacefully and unaware of the despair outside.

_This is no place to raise a family._


End file.
